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THE MAD GIRL. 
( Concluded from page 170._) ; 

“ SOMETIME ago—I was mad! 
Oh! yes, very mad indeed! and that 
illnot surprise you, as it was in the 
peginning of his going up the stair case. 
—My reasonis now returned. Eve- 
ry thing goes and comes ; and so does 
at. ‘This medallion which you see, is 
restored to me:—It is a portrait ; but 
it is not that of my friend. What good 
vould that do ? He is very well already : 
he has no occasion to improve—he has 
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nothing to alter. If you did but know 
whose portrait it is! It is the wicked 
woman’s above stairs—The cruel crea- 
ture! What trouble has she given me 
since she approached my heart ! It was 
so content ; so happy ;—One day—l 
recollect it very well—I happened to go 
alone in my friend’s room.—Alas ! he 
was no longer there !—I found this por- 
trait on the table : I took it; ran awav 
with it; and since that, I am better.” 
After saying this, she began to laugh : 
talked of the public walks, phetons, and 
of horses ; and I once more perceived 
a total confusion in her ideas. Some 
moments after, when she left off speak- 
ing, I drew nearer to her ; and asked, 
“Why she preserved, with so much 
care, the,.portrait of the wicked woman 
above stairs ?” 

How ! answered she, “ what, you do 
not know ?——Why, it is my only hope : 
I take it every day, put it by the side 
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then go and see my friend: he will no 
longer be obliged to go to her above 
stairs.—For except that, I am sure he 
likes me the best.—Only think on what 
trifles our happiness depends ! On some 
features which he found no longer dis- 
posed to his liking. Why did he not 
say so? I would have done then, 
what I do now ; and he would not have 
been obliged to apply to a stranger. 
Nothing was more easy, and it would 
have saved us both a great deal of trou- 
ble : but without doubt, he did not think 
of it. every evening I wait at the foot 
of the stair case: he never comes down 
before the convent bell has struck two: 
—and then as I can’t see, I count the 
beatings of my poor heart.—Since I 
have been in possession of the portrait, 
I count every day some pulsations less! 
—But it is late and I must go from 
hence,—Adieu !” I accompanied her to 
the street door. As soon as without, 
she turned to the left, and I walked on 
some paces with her. She then sud- 
denly fixed her eyes on the stream of 
light which the lamps formed before us. 
“You see all these lamps,” said she, 
“ they are apitated* by every breath of 





it burns like them:—but they consume, 
and I burn forever !” 

I continued to follow her, “ Stop,” 
said she again ; “ return home ; I car- 
ry away with me a part of your sleep, 


and I am to blame: for sleep is very 








of my looking glass, and arrange my 
features like hers. I begin already to 
be a little like her ; and by taking pains, 


I shall resemble her exactly —I will 


sweet ; it is even sotome. I see in 
it what is past.” 


* In Paris, the lamps are suspended on lines 
across the streets. :* ; 


air :—it is the same with my heart-~. 
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longer, and left her. However, my 
fear that something might happen to her 
made me follow her with my eyes, as I 
walked on gently behind. She soon 
stopped at a little door, went in, and 
shut it after her. [then returned home, 
my mind and heart equally agitated, and 
this unfortunate creature continually be- 
fore my eyes. I reflected on the cause 
of her misfortune: and some regret 
—and the remembrance of some past 
: circumstances, were mingled with my 
tears. I wastoo much affected to hope 
for rest; and while waiting for daylight, 
wrote down the scene to which I had 
been witness. 
——2 +a 
MIRANDA—A Fragment. 

— Does nature refuse to plead for 
me,” (said Miranda, kneeling before 
him,) ‘tor does she plead in vain ?” 
* You broke the sacred bonds of na- 
ture,” said the old man, “ when you left 
a father’s fond protection, and a mo- 
ther’s tender care, to pursue the fortune 
of the only man on earth, whom they 
detested.” ‘ An heavenly father,” ex- 
claimed Miranda, “ forgives the sins of 
his children, and shallan earthly parent 
deny the charitable boon a repentant 
child demands ?” ‘To that heavenly 
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I feared to affect her, by insisting any 


house ; for she was admitted no fy. 





ress 
ther. He shut the door against he. id 
and retired tohis chamber. ‘The Wind ons 
blew, and the rain beat hard, and she dairy 
ed not to encounter the tempest; but re hee 
maining in the porchpressed he filfon th 
shivering babes to her bosom, and hop. fimJencd 
ed that the morning’s dawn would brinpimecré 
mercy along with it. But, when thMend 
morning dawned, she was no more! igh¢ 
The servants found her a clay coljf™mind 
corpse, and her two children, weeping MMfactio 
beside her. When Malvolio, her father, Mand 1 
was called to see the spectacle, he sunk fsublu 
down on the floor: life, indeed, return. Hmect 
ed, but peace abandoned him forever, wher 
He loves the children ; but says, heay. 
en in all its stores of mercies, has not 
one for him. ; 
ae daug 
SEARCH AF! ER HAPPINESS. _— 
her ; 


O happiness! where shall Iseek thee? 
in what dark sequestered corner of the 
universe hast thou secured thyself? or 
dwellest thou in the mansion of luxury, 
amidst the delights which she procures; 
Ah! no, Rasselas, surrounded by all the 
magnificence of the east, acknowledged 
with the bitterest feelings of discontent, 
| that there thou residest not. He sigh- 
ed for liberty, which alone was denied 
him in the ‘ happy valley,’ and eagerly 
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father then,” replied he, “I recommend | 
vou; my doors are no longer open to | 





longed to enter that world his warm 
imagination had planted with roses, 








f receive you; I have made a vow which || without one corroding thorn. Escap- “y 
: shall never be broken. Let the friends || ed from confinement, he pursued thee fF.‘ 
of your husband protect his darling~- |] with avidity, through every grade of rs 
\4 you are mine no more!” “ But these || humanity ; in the simplicity of Arcadi- B*" 
wt children sir-+Alas! what have they | an scenes he sought thee; in the abode 
done? Leave me to the cruel fate that | of science, and in the habitation of rus- F‘" 

awaits me, but suffer not them to perish.” | tic ignorance, and apparent content ; 

' “They are not mine,” said the stern | but, fugitive as thou art, still thou elud- 

_ parent; “I will never take them in my jest his grasp. Disappointed and de- 

| arms=-they shall never sit upon my || jected, he exclaimed, ‘surely happiness f 

_ knee. I will foster no more ingratitude. ||is no where to be found ” The result — G 

/ Let him who is their father, take the || of his enquiries pointed to him his own I 

' spade and mattock, and get them bread. || bosom; ’tis there every child of mor- Ff th 

No office is beneath the affection of aj tality must seek thee: yes, there, and F 

| parent, when children have not been |} there alone, thou art found.’ : V 
*’ -ungrateful--I am yours no more.” This|| From the approving smiles of thatin- | ¥ 

_ was the fatal dialogue between Miran- ' ternal judge which heaven has planted: | 4 

| da and her father, in the porch of his || inour breasts ; from the sweetgonscious- | ‘ 
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ess of performing our duty ; from ex- 
ending the hand of benevolence to the 
ons and daughters of affliction, and 
irying the tear of sorrow from the 
heek of misery ; from a firm reliance 
nthe wisdom and goodness of Provi- 
jence, and a patient submission to its 
jecrees, will be derived that calmness 
nd serenity of soul which forms the 
ighest point of human felicity. ‘The 
ind which can look back with satis- 
faction, may look forward with hope, 
and if it realizes not that hope amid 
sublunary enjoyments, it will surely 
meet it in the regions of immortality, 
yhere unfading pleasures bloom. 


DAURA—/rom Ossian 

“ Alone, on the seasbeat rock, my 
daughter was heardtocomplain. Fre- 
uent and loud were her cries, nor could 
her father relieve her. All night I 
stood on the shore. I saw her by the 
aint beam of the moon. All night I 
heard her cries. Loud was the wind, 
and the rain beat hard on the side of 
he mountain. Before morning ap- 
peared, her voice was weak, it died 
away, like the evening breeze among 
therocks. Spent with grief, she expir- 
ed, and left her father alone. When 
the storms of the mountain come, the 
north wind lifts the waves on high, I sit 
by the sounding shore, and look at the 
fatal rock. Often by the setting moon 
I see the ghosts of my children, half 
viewless, they walk in mournful con- 
ference. ‘Will none of you speak in 


}pity ? hey do not regard their fa- 


ther.” 
2 + on 
ABULFEDRA 


The Arabian philosopher, being ask- 
ed, how ,he came to know there was a 


God, replied, “In the same way that | 


I know, by the prints in the sand, whe- 
ther aman.or a beast has passed before 
me. Do not,” added he, ‘the hea- 
vens, by the splendor of the stars, the 
world by the immensity of its extent, 
and the sea, by the infinity of the waves 
that it rolls, sufficiently make known to 
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us, the power, and greatness of their 
author? 

Another Arabian having the same 
question put to him, replied, Does 
it require a flambeau to see the 
sun{ 

ee 
FREE MASONS, 

The society of free masons, so called, be- 
cause they who first established it understood 
building and masonry; or perhaps the first 
principles of it were laid down by masons. But 
whatever may have been their origin they are 
now very numerous, and there is scarcely any 
country where there is not free masons. They 
trace their origin to very great antiquity, 
but date their present .organization from the 
building of Solomon’s temple : and this, of all 
the circumstances which relate to their socie- 
ty, is the only thing they communicate. 

Notwithstanding the cloud which envelopes 
the proceedings of this society, it appears they 
attend to manners ; and their secret is, by acts 
of disinterestedness, generosity and kindness, 
to fasten those bonds which ought to unite mane 
kind. Ifthese be the principles of free ma- 
sonry, the place in which they meet 
should be considered as the Temple of 
Friendship, at the gate of which is the 
God of Silence. 

ee ee ee 

Plato being informed that one of his disciples 
was fond of ing, reprimanded him for it. 
The disciple ex@used himself by saying, that 
he only played for atrifle. But, said Plato, do 
you reckon for nothing, the loss of time, and the 
habit of gaming, which playing for a trifle, will 
make you contract. 

ee a ee 

During the performance at the The- 
atre one evening in London, a cat by some 
means was introduced into the lobbies, and 
gave a short specimen of her musical powers. 
A wit remarked that this was a treat extra, as 
madam Cat-alina had not been anhounced in tha 
bills to sing this evening. 

~——2+ ear 


A little lawyer appearing as evidence in one 
of the courts, was asked by a gigantic counsel- 
lor what profession he was of ? and having ree 
plied that he was anattorney. ‘* Youa lawyer 
(said Brief,) why I can put you in my pocket.” 
Very likely you may, rejoitied the other, and 
if you do, you will have more law in your pocks 
et, than in your head. 


+ ee 








Sarah, Duchess of Marlborough once préss- 
jing the Duke to take a medicine, with her usu- 
al warmth said, ‘*J’// be hanged if it do not prove 
serviceable.” Dr. Garth, who was presefit, 
exclamed, ‘Do take it then, my lord 
Duke, for it must be of service one way or the 
other. 
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A RAINY DAy. 
Ir pours, it rains, 


The child complains, 

And pleads at home to stay ; 
Tho’ school’s at hand, 
He cannot stand 

This dreadful rainy day. 
But mark the man, 
His prospects scan, 

When taught by pleasure’s sway ; 
How does he dread 
The gloom that’s spread 

At home—A rainy day. 
M n is, alas! 
(Not what he was,) 

To sensual joys a prey— 
On foily bent, 
Nor e’en content 

To lose a rainy day. 
And even such, 
Who promise much, 

How oft do they betray, 
Their want of light, 
To manage right 

A darksome rainy day. 
The coffee house, 
That rendezvous, 


Where many like to stay, 
If lefi ar all, 


(Sabbath and all,) 

’Tis on a rainy day. 
What then? Has man 
No work at hand, 

But that which must decay ; 
No prospects fair, 

No pleasures rare, 

To fill a rainy day ? 
The virtuous mind 
Can pleasure find, 

And roam by land and sea ; 
Nor solitude 
Need e’er intrude 

Upon a rainy day. 

The joy’s of sense, 
What vain pretence, 

To vie with mental ray ; 
But pleasures pure, 

Will still endure 

Beyond a rainy day. 
To thase who glide 
Down life’s smooth tide, 

In frolick light and gay 
The time may come, 

When far from home, 

They'll meet a rainy day. 
But view the man, 

Who forms his plan, 

To run in wisdom’ sway ; 
Whose prospects bright, 
Afford delight, 

E’en through a rainy day. 
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THE PAINT BOX. 
Here’s a box for your toilet, dear maid, 
Which I show you in grateful return, 
Of cosmetics that never can fade : 
Their use will it please you to learn ? 
} With the wash of good humour begin, 
It smooths all the wrinkles of care, 
Clears anxiety’s gloom from the skin, 
And makes it transparent and fair. 
Next the pearl powder, Jnnocence, use ; 
So pure, so soit, and so white, 
O’er thy cheek ’twill a lustre diffuse 
More fair than is youth’s purple light. 
Its bloom then let modesty shed, 
Not like rouge, in fix’d flushes confess’d, 
But changing, and blending, and spread, 
Like twilight’s sweet blush o’er the west. 
Your eye, if to languish it seem, 
With sympathy’s radiance renew, 
Now kindling with joys brightest beam, 
Now melting in pity’s soft dew. 

Round your mouth with denevolence trace, 
In smiles, an expression that’s kind ; 
Then spread o’er the whole of your face, 

The beaming refinement of mind. 
Yet observe me, these beautiful hues, 
| Affectation can never impart ; 


<= 








Truth alone is the brush you must use, 
And the paint box itself, your own heart. 
oa ¢ ae 


POWER OF FASHION. 
Bewitching fashion! with what power, 
Despotic dost thou rule ! 
To thee, submissive, bend, each hour, 
The saint, the sage, the fool. 
Obedient to thy potent sway, 
The greatest, best, are found ; 
By thee are govern’d every day, 
The circling year around, 
As thou dost, fancy guided, veer, 
They, void of mental force 
Attentive to thy compass, stger 
Thro’ life their changeful course, 
But oh ! how off'by thee misled, 
On quicksands do they run: 
And rocks behold, exciting dread, 
Behold ! but cannot shun ! 


~~. -—_-— 





} ———-—> + Oo 
'Money and man, a mutual friendship show; 
ap + Gee 
_He that’s determined ne’er to see an ass, 
Must bar his door, and break his looking- 
glass. 

—— + 

On a Miser. 

Iron was his chest, iron was his door, 
His hands were iron, and his heart was More. 
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_Man makes false money, money makes man so. 
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